HORSES °f HISTORY 




the spanish horse 

During the prehistoric age, 
there lived in what is now the 
united states, a strange kind 

OF HORSE. 

This ancient ancestor 
definitely looked like the horse 
of today, except that he was about 
the size of an average dog and 
had three, toes instead of a 
solid hoof. 

Along with the dinosaur 
and other animals of that early 
age, he became extinct, and it 
wasn't untilthe spanish explor- 
ers came to america that the 

horse came back to stay 

this time, as we all know him. 



the arabian horse 

it is interesting to note 
that the spanish "re-introduced" 
an arabian horse! the spanish 
adventurers in their many travels, 
found that the horse of the arabs 
was the answer to all they wanted 
in a fine mount. 

Loyalty, speed, bravery 

and great endurance gave fame to 
this beautiful, clean-cut horse. it 
is little wonder that the spanish 
-adopted" him and later brought 
him to america in the 16 th century. 

Today, almost every light- 
weight AMERICAN HORSE HAS SOME 
ARABIAN BLOOD AND CHARACTER- 
ISTICS. 
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HEREfcE BOOT TRACKS- 
AND DEEP HOOFPftlNTS 
WHERE THE OTHER 

MARE NOT 

NELLIE GOT UP 

ON HER FEET? 
THAT MAKES 
THAT HOSS THIEF 
CREASED WITH A 
BULLET! 




I 



SON} 



HE STOLE THREE HORSES IN SUCCESSION! 
RODE THEM TO DEATH! WE FOUND HIS HORSE 

TEN MILES 6ACK AND BOOT TRACKS 

POINTING TOWARD GuNSIGHT NOTCH f 

WHY? 

YOU SEEN 

ANYTHING 

OF HIM, 




The SECOND BARELY MISSES, AS UNCLE MIKE 
ifh^ PITGHE5 TO THE 

GROUND... 



BuTHIS FALL— MEANT TO IMITATE A FATALLY 

SHOT MAN- BECOMES ALMOST TOO 

ftfcJU,' A SHARP STONE GASHES DEEPLY. , . 




THERE HE IS 

AND, SAY, TRIGGER 
HE'S WATCHING 
SOMETHING' 
WONDER IF IT 
COULD BE GILLIAN 
UP TO SOME NEW 
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TAKING ANY 
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CHANCES OF 
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STOPPING / 
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' SURE ENOUGH! THE TRICKY CUSS IS DOWN 
IN THAT GULCH, TYING PIECES OF HIS SHIRT 
ONTO HIS HORSE'S HOOFS, SO THEY WON'T 
LEAVE TRACKS FOR A SPELL* NOW HE'S 

V CLIMBING BACK INTO THE SADDLE 




HE'LL THINK I'M SO BADLY HURT HE CAN 

PICK ME OFF EASY' HE'LL TRY IT TO 'GET 

MY SIX GUN AND'AMMO"? KIND OF RISKY BEING 



y" 

/what-: 



S THE MATTER, 



J TRIGGER' YOU MEAN 
ii. <**\ TO SAY YOU CAN 



SCENT THE JIGGER 





Hatred blazes 

IN THE 
BRAIN OF 
TRIGGER, AS 
HE FACES AN 
A&E-OLD 
ENEMY OF ALL 
THE HORSE 
TRIBEf THE 
INSTINCT OF 
A STALLION 
TO PROTECT 
HIS OWN 



RATTLERS? SET 'EM, 

TRIGGER WITH 

YOUR FEET? THOSE 
IRON SHOES WILL 
DO IT 'IF THEY 




Striking the ground with his forehoofs, 
trigger tempts- the snake to try for 

HIM. . . 
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TH£SUO0EN,UGHT 
FALU SHORT. - . 



AND BEFORE THE SIDEWINDER CAN RECOIL, 
STEEL SHOD HOOFS CHOP HIM INTO 
THE DUST. . . 




TAKE IT LIKE A 
GENTLEMAN— THAT'S 
RIGHT* AND KEEP 
THAT SCALAWAG PETE 
OUTOF TROUBLE IF 
YOU CAN' YOU HEAR, 
JUNIOR 



Pete and trigger junior, circling through 
the hills nearest the ranch . . . 




PLENTY OF WATER AND GRASS FOR YOU, 
JUNIOR' AND I'VE STILL COT A COUPLE 
OF SANDWICHES? WE"LLBE ON THE 
JOB AGAIN AT SUNUP 




Grazing by the brook, trigger juniqr 
steps on his tether rope. . . 




Smvtmm on the b»»e fuxw,i>ete watches the toe 

WE OUT.ANO LISTENS TO THE SNORES OFHIS 
CAPTORS... 




IT'S A RISK BUT IF IT WORKS IT WILuW 

MAKE THEM MARKED MEN FOR WEEKS- - Km 
OR AT LEAST TILL THEY CAN GET J- ^H 

NEW CLOTHESr 





Half a mile away, molly hears her 
infant's scream of fright,.. 



And HURRIES BACK with oread in her 
EART.. 

WNEE-NEE-HEE " 

HE£- 




A MICE AWAY, TRIGGER JUNIOR HEARS 
MOLLY 'S NEIOH OF ALARM,. . 




. . AND HEADS IN THE SAME DIRECTION, TO 
LEARN THE CAUSE,.. 
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BUT OTHER AND LESS FRIENDLY EARS HAVE 
CAUGHT THE COLT'S CRY OF TERROR* A 
HUNORY COUGAR SENSES AN 
EASYKILI 



At the base of the big pine he halts, 
baffled by the hateo human scent miked 
with that of the colt! and to keen ears 

COMES. 





Reassured, molly nuzzled her precious 
youngster, ..the breeze blowing from 
her to the pine tree, gives no warning 
of the cougar on the limb above. . . 




After a minute, the colt finds his 

supper and molly's anxious 

nerves relax... 



NOWISTHECOUGAR'SCHANCE! HE HAS KILLED 

BIGGER ANIMALS THAN THIS YOUNG MARE 

BUT HE PREFERS TO CATCH HER OFF GUARD! 
HIS CLAWS BITE INTO THE BIG LIMB.GETTING 
SET FOR THE LEAP... HE DISCOUNTS THE 
PRESENCE OF THE SMALL BOY. . . 




BUT THE FJUNT SOUND OF CLAWS ON TREE 
BARK HAS CAUGHT THE MAGICAL EARS 
OF A HUNTING OWL.,. 




. . . AND HOW, THE TWITCHING 
TIP OF A FURRY TAIL IN AN 
OWL'S-EYE VIEW, LOOKS 
LIKE A TASTY SQUIRREL... 




But the big cat, baoly rattled, lands 
short of the mare ! whirling, she puts 
herself between it and her colt, . . 




Made fearless by mother love, she 
lunges straight at the snarling 

BRUTE.., s**"^ ■• 




BuT SWIFT AS HER ATTACK IS, THE CAT IS 
QUICKER.. . 




ASPUT-SECOND LEAP CARRIES HIM 
ONTO THE MARE'S BACK 
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With a broken back the 
cougar lands in the brush.. 




.Still fighting but doomed, as trigger 
junior strikes like a living whirlwind 
of teeth and hoofs... 




AND LONG AFTER LIFE HAS LEFT THE TAWNY 
BODY, THE YOUNG STALLION'S FURY IS STILL 
UNSATISFIED. 



OH-OHf IT NEVER RAINS BUT IT POURS? I HEAR 
VOICES— AND HORSES? IT'S THOSE PAYROLL J 
ROBBERS LOOKING FOR MEf 




NOT DARING TO RETREAT, PETE CONTINUES 
TALKING, IN A SOFT, EVEN VOICE... AND 
GRADUALLYTHE FLAME OF BATTLE LEAVES 
THE YOUNG HORSE'S EYES. . . 



STEADY— STEADY, JUNIOR' YOU DIDN'T EXPECT 
TO SEE ME— AND YOU'RE STILL FIGHTING 
MAD— BUT YOU'VE GOT TO CALM DOWN NOW, 
eorr I NEED 

Your 1/ -^— ,— sm gm/ mit/e/tf £/? 




KEEP YOUR EYE PEE LEO, CHUCK 

WHILE 1 STIR UP THAT PATCH OF BRUSH 
BYTHETREEf I 
THOUGHT 1 HEARD 
SOMETHING OVER 
THERE 




GREAT HORNY TOADS 
IT'S PETE— AND TRIGGER 
JUNIOR WITHOUT A 
SADDLE f 




FAST °n +helr HOOFS 



Before the American continent was spanned by the railroads, letters were 
carried from missouri to th.e early goldminers of california by pony express. 

each rider rode five relays or ten miles to each mount, until he rode a 

total of fl fty miles. only the fastest horses and the best riders were used 

as hostile indians often 
attempted to waylay these 
courageous carriers of 
the u.s. mail. 
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THE PONY EXPRESS 



Today, lives and the safe delivery of mail does not depend on the rapid beat 
of galloping hoofs. but fast flying hoofs have not vanished from the american 
scene. the sport today that still demands excellent riders and the best in 
horses is the game of polo. horses of many breeds are used in this flashing, 
thrilling game, so long as they are light 
in weight, swift, intelligent and able to 
-turn on a dime"' 



POLO PONIES 
IN ACTION 
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